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Read and there will unfold for
you a romance from which you
will learn how two plucky daugh-
fers of the farm yearned for a col-
lege education; how their father
gave them the nse of a wornout
orchard to secure the money nec-
essary; how they grappled with
the apple raising problem and
Snyder, the sharper, who was cor-
nering the apple crop; how their
ambition had much to do with
the futures of two young men,
one rich and one poor; how the
wornout orchard ¥nfluenced di-
rectly or indirectly not only the
lives of four young people, buf
college work, college sport and
college morals as well, and how
some of those concerned in this
idyl of farm and college were at
last persuaded to exchange ap-
pleblossoms for orange blossoms,

CHAPTER I
H, daddy!"

Mr. Banders looked wup
from the harness he was
mending in preparation for

spring's work to see his two daughters
standing before him,

“Well?” he sald, with an inquiring
smile.

“We—we want to go to college,”
sald Mabel., She was the older of the
two, a fair bhalred girl of seventeen.
Her sister Gladys was a year younger,
a short, plump little girl with unruly
brown hair and an {rrepressible smile.

Thelir father let the strap he was
holding fall to the floor.

*What for? he asked.

“To learn things,” sald Mabel. “We
want to go to the agricultural college
and take the domestic sclence course.

If you'll come in the house I'll show!
you what the catalogue says about it.”

Mr. Banders picked up his strap and
went to work again. “You're mighty
good girls,” he sald, “and I want to do
all 1 can for you, but I don’t see where
the money to send you to college is
coming from.”

Mabel's lip guivered. ““Then can u—-
can't'we go?" she asked,

Her father's eyes twinkled as be
looked up. “I'll tell you what 1I'll do,”
he sald. *“I'll give you giris the old
apple orchard, and you can use all the
money you make from it to go to col-
lege with.”

The old apple orchard conslsted of
an acre of apple trees that Mr. San-
ders had set out several years before
with the expectation of reaping a
handsome reward when they should
reach bearing age. But the locality
wis not especially well adapted {o ap-
ple growing. Weeds and insects play-
ed bavoe, and the orchard turned out
to be aoything but a paylng proposi-
tion. '
Mabel turned abruptly and left the
shop, but Gladys sat down on a nall
keg, with her forehead puckered up in
thought. After a few moments she got
up and went over to the window.
There had been a hard frost the night’
before, and the apple trees weére laden
with a white coating of frost crystals
that shone and sparkled in the sun-
lght.,

“It's pretty this morning anyway,”
she sald. *“Can we really have It to /
do n8 we please with?" |

“That's what I sald,” her father an-
swered, “You'll bave a bard time
getting enything out of it, though.”

“Well,” Gladye replled determined-
Iy, “we're golug to get something out
of 1t. 1 belleve we can make that old
orchard pay our way through college.”

Mr, Sapders smiled. “1 hope so,”
he sald. “I'll help you all 1 can.”

“I'm going over to Pearson's this
afternoon,” spid Gladys as they were
seated at the dinner table that noon.
“Do you want to go along, Mabel 7™
. “What for?" asked Mabel.

“To find out how Le ralses so many
apples.”

“He's got better apple sofl than we
have," spoke up Mr. Banders,

“Maybe that isn't the only reason,”
persisted Gladys. “I want to talk with
him anyway."

Mr. Sanders had a threeyear-old
eolt, which the girls had broken to'
deive that winter. They had had
many a lively tussle with it before it
wonld acknowledge that It was con-'
querad, but now It was as quiet and
doclle as could be asked for and wounld
follow the girls around like a blg dog.
. Glndys always Inslsted that Mollie,
a8 they callpd the colt, needed only a
MNttle training to vival Ia;mn‘i:hn. In- |
deed, she had bﬂq_lm of lie's &peed
quallifes so. -@Al M. Bandera,
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were forced to admit that he ralsed
fine fruit, but they were Inclined to
glve credit to his rich, somewhat
sandy soll rather than to his painstak-
Ing care. He rubbed his bald head
#elightedly when the girls told him
their errand,

“Of course you can make it pay!" he
exclalmed. “That acre of apple trees
ought to send bhuif a dozen girls to col
Tege.”

Thereupon he entered into a lengthy
discussion on apple growing, which
the girls only half understood, though
they listened with growing interest,

"What you want to do fArst,” sald
AMr, Pearson, “is to prune your trees—
cut out sbhout a third of the old limbs
and let the sun have a chance to get
in. Jeffs out pruning now, I think.
Don't you want to come on out and
gee how It's done?”

Their feet made no nolse In the soft
snow, and Jeff, who was busily saw-
Ing away, did not notice them until
his father spoke,

He turned quickly and alimost fell
out of the tree In bis embarrassment
et seeing the girls, HMe was a tall,
Iank, awkward boy of elghteen, but
when his honest smile lighted up the
freckles on his usually solemn face
his ungainliness was forgotten,

“Hello!” he sald in response to the
glrls' greeting as he started to climb
down from the tree,

“Hold on," bis father said. “Mabel
and Gladys here want to learn how to
prune apple trees. They are going to
ship a carload of apples from thelr fa-
ther's orchard mext fall” And he
chuckled as he pulled off his cap and
rubbed his head.

“l believe you're just making fun
of ny,"” declared Gladys, *“I don't see
why we can't ralse just as good apples
as you do.”

Bbr. Pearson slupped his hat back
on his head and drew his face down

“MABEL AND GLADYS HERE WANT TO
LEARN HOW TO PRUNE APPLR TREES."”

solemnly, "I'm not making fun,” he
assured them. “Let me take the saw,
Jeff.” And he proceeded to give them
a lesson In practical pruning,

“Do you see how it's done?” he ask-
ed a8 he finished the tree and smenred
some white lead on the larger wounds.
“Don't try to leave pegs long enough
Ao hang your sunbonnets on, but cut
the limbs off close.”

“We're ever so much obliged,” said
Mabel. “We'd better be going home,
hadn't we?" she added, turning to
Gladys.

“Come In and get warm first,” sald
Mr, Pearson, “Jeff 'll bring your horse
around In a few moments."

‘Je's few moments was pearly half
an hour, and it was nlmost dark when
he drove Mollle up to the door,

“Here's a few books you may be in-
terested in," Mr. Pearson sald as they
started to' leave, “Most of the folks
around here don't think much of book
farming, but just as like as not they
may be mistaken” He chuckled to
himself as he closed the door.

“Aln’t there something I ecun do to
help you with your apple trees?" nsk-
el Jeff as he handed the lnes to
Gladys. “I ain't very busy now, and
I thought maybe"—

“Oh, thank you! But I guess we'll
get along all right,” sald Gladys.
*Goodhy!"

“Just ns If we wanted a big, awk-
ward boy bothering around,” she said
to Mabel as they turned Into the main
road.

“Jefl's good If be Is awkward,” Ma-

bel nnswered, "I don't llke pretty
‘boys."
I don't like any kind of boys,"” sald

‘Glaflys, “Apple trees are so much
lms Interesting.”

Mrs, &nndmmetthtllrll with n
mﬂtn face as unrr Into the

"¥our father 1 .Inm umlly"' she
1. “He cnt his foot while he was

quickly turnéd Mollle nround, «

“Yon ean't drive that colt to town
in the durk!” ctled hor motlm “Feu
go with her, Mabel,”

CM'm oot afrald, mominle,” kpoke up
Gladys. “You need Mobel mors thing
[ do. Conme on, Mollie!"

It wus six wmlles to Brighton, Ilr'
nearest place where she conld got
doctor, and Gladye woll Knew
there was no tlme to lose, If th
bleeding didn't stop—  She leaned for

wiard and spoke conxingly to Mollie,
The Hitle mnre seemed to renllze thag
something wus wrong and swung o
a stride that made Gladys’ heart.s W
with pride; -

The fenceposts sped by In a long,
Jumbled procession, just visible In the
dim, ghostly snow light. Gladys kept

vond ahead., Just over the end of It
the north star shone brightly. Gladys
remembered the old story about the
star that bhud led the wise men and
whihinsicnlly wondered If this star was
not there to lead bher, On and on they
sped, Mollle never varying from that
long, stendy strlde that covered the
grouud so quickly and easily,

One, two, thiree, four miled, and
still the little mare showed no signs
of slackeuing her poce, There wos
no wind—nothing but «tars and snow
and that lohg, never ending gtretely oft
white romd. It was glorious, this night
ride, or would bave been If It were
not #o grimly necessary,

“Can’t yon go just a litlle
Mollie?" Glndys whispered,

Mollle gave a leap forward, It al
most secmad as if they were flying, so
Hitle nolse did the mare's swift hoot
bedats make on the snowy road,

Suddenly she gave a lenp sideways,
There was a ernsh as one of the run-
ners strack o stone that some one had
cnrelessly lost from his lond that after-
noon, and Gladys dived headlong Into
the soft snow at the roadside,

faster,

CHAPTER 11,

LADYS picked herself up and
shook the snow out of her
eyes, The soft spow had
broken her fall and kept her

from getting hurt. She looked arvound
for Mollle and saw ber standing In a
drift up to her kuoees o little ways
down the rond, with nothing left of the
cutter but the thills. In a moment
Gladys had waded through the snow
to the mare and was loosening the
thill straps. As soon as the thills were
unfastened she leaped to Mollle's back
and headed her again toward town
and the doctor,

Mollle was much better as a driver
than as a rider, and Gladys found rid-
lng ber without a saddle hard. jolting
work. But she set ber teeth and beld
grimly to the little mare's mane, urg-
ing her to a still faster gait, .

She was almost to the town now and
could see the jight In the doctor's blg
house on the corner. In another mo-
ment “ghe was At the door.  Giving
Mollie's reins a twist around the post,
she ran up the steps and rang the
doorbell,

The doctor's wife opened the door.
“The doctor? she sald In reply to
Gladys' breathless question, “I'm sor-
ry, but he started to Kensett Just
about ten minutes ago.”

Gladys started back as If she had
been struck. The doctor's wife sprang
forward and caught her. “Why, my
girl,” she cried, “you're all tired out.
Come In and get warm.”

Gladys shook her head. *“I—I must
cateh the doctor,” she gasped. “Has
he n saldle [ can take?”

“Phe doctor’s wife, quickly mlizius
that this was no ordinary eall, pointed
townrd the barn and burried loto the
house after the lantern. It was but
a moment's work to throw off the
bharness and replace it with the sed-
dle, Gladys besitated an Instant and
then reached for the doctor's riding
whip. 8he was so stiff that she could
hardly swing Into the saddle, but she
smiled bravely back at the good doc-
tor's wife as she turned away Into
the darkness, g

Kensett was directly west, and her
owun home was stralght south, If she
could catceh the doctor soon enough
he might still be able to get there in
time, DBut what chance did a weary
colt ridden by a still wearier girl have
of overtuking s fresh tenm of bLron:
chos?  Gladys leaped forward and
sioke caressingly to Mollle, The Uttle
mare sprang ninbly forward, but
Giudys felt rather thun saw that she
wis not running as easlly as ut first.

Minute after minute passed and still
the mure hold pluckily to her pace. Al
last after what secmed bhours of hard
ridlug Gladys heard the tinkle of sleigh.
belis alhead. She kpew the Hme had
come for the finml spurt.  She radsed
her whip to striee the struggling mure,
but throw It In the spow instead.

“Mollle!™ she cried, leaning forward
“Go, Mollle, go—just for a few mo
monts morel”

Mollie gave & snort that wns almos.
a gronn aud strock a slightly faster
piaee, Louder and louder sounded the
bells, and soon Gludse could see the
slelgh as a black speck ahead,

Then she culled with all her might.
and the sound of the bhells stopped
abruptly. In:a moment she was be-

gasping sentences told her story.
“Ride up to the Greys' and  have
them put thut colt in the barn aml
give her a good rubbing down” the
doctor ordered. “Bhe's done a great
night’s work fonight. And tell Mrs
Grey to glve you some hot coffee and
put you to bed” He shouted the last
words back over his shoulder as he
turned quickly around and commenced
his part of the vace with life and
doath, .
';\ht climb up the hill to the Greys'
harder to both m ‘and
¢ than all !h reat | Mr
‘the exhiust

' Glndye gnthered up the relns u&

bher eyes fixed on the strip of whites

glde the doctor's cutter and In o few |
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awny to Iu burn. while bis wife put
Gladys G the Mg chair back of the
stove and set the old granite colfeepot
b to boll, !

At home Mps, Banders and Mabel
watched and walted anxiously, Mr
Banders monued and tossed in u fover-
lsh delirium, . Fhe towel which they
had twisted tightly nround his leg had
fulled to stop the bleeding entively,
and the fuces of the silent watchers
w white with fear aa they saw the
lood slowly vozing from the tightened
bandages,

The patient grew wenker and more
Welirlous ns the hours passed, Mys,
| [@anders tan to the window every min-
tte or so to peer vut into the darkness,
| “He odght to be coming!” she erled
bysterically. “Oh, what If anything
bas bappened to Gladys "

Mabel tried to comfort her, but with
little success, At last they heard the
Jingle of sleiglhbells, and almost be-
fore they hoad time to look the big
doctor himself was ot the door,

"l wonder If you can put my team
in,” he sald to Mabel as he threw off
his cout and stepped over to where llm
injured mpn lny.

Mabel rau to put away the brone !ws
und then came back and stood holding
her mother's hands while the doctor
workoed. SBomchow his masterful pres
euce was reassuring, and they hreathed

of that lonely night ride us he knew,

When Gladys came down to Lreak-
fast the pext morning an unwonted
pallor on her cheeks was the only visi-
ble effect of her hard night ride. She
stopped In surprise as she entered the
dining room door. A tall, bandsome
Youth, with the self assured smile of
one who has supreme confidence In his
own ability to do and say the right
thing at the right time, came forward
with a low bow,

SHarold Du  Val!” erled Gludys.
“What are you doing out here?"

Harold held out his hand with a
smile, *“I might ask you the same
question, only I happen to know al-
ready,"” he replled. “You're a brave
girl, Gladysa”™

+You haven't answered my question
yet," persisted Gladys, the color
helghtening in her cheeks,

“Oh, that's easy, Didn't you know
Mr, Gray was my uncle? I've been
sick, and the folks sent me out her to
recupernte,”

«'The announcement of breakfast ent
short further conversation. After the
meu! was finished Harold insisted on
hitchihg up and taking Gladys home.

“‘fsthonght you were sick,” she sald.
“T eqn ride Mollle just as well ag not.”

“I'm not slck enough to let the girl
‘who used to work most of my prob-
lems for me ride eight miles on horse.
back.,” he replied ns he put on his
overcoat and started for the barn,

“What have you been dolng since
you left high school? asked Gladys
when they were on thelr way.

Harold winced a little at the tone of
her question. *“Oh, wvothing much,”
he apnswered. “Father wants me (o
go to college, but I don't like to study
well enough,”

“What are you going to do?" Gladys
went on. “You surely don't mean to
ot doing nothing all your life”
TPEWhy not?™ inquired Harold as he
thitad his bat a little to one side. “I'm
baving a pretty good time as It 1s.”

*[s that all the ambition you have—
Just to have a good time?' A dis-
appolnted surprise shope In Gladys'
honest brown eyes.

“Oh, come now,” Harold answered
lightly. *“This is geiting too serious.
Let's talk about something else—your-
wilf, for instance”

“There Isn't anything to say on that
subject, only—oh, T wonder Bow dad-

ME SANDERS CALLED HER HIS DRAVE GIRL
c;-h: If you don’t stop talking and

faster 1°sball bave to get out
anit wide Mollie"

Thus admonished, Harold gave the
huri. shurp “inp with the relns and
[\ - the remalnder of the ride de
Yo nd his attentlon entirely to his driv-
ln'4
Qindys found her father lying prop
ped up in bed, conscious, but very
weak from logs of blood. He clasped
ber hand tightly and called ber his
brave girl, und she blughed and sald
dhe hadn't done anything, but for all

they scemed to understund ope
' '_;h_ﬂm from that on than

prone theiy npple trees, They had
only one saw, and thet was far from
ghirp, but they took turns sawing
and pliing brosh. It was hard work,
but they kept resolutely at it and
made goo! progress. One day Gladys
was worklng alone down near the
roawd when Jeff Pearson drove up to
the fence, |

“Hello, Gladys!” he called, a little
difidently. us he Jumped to the ground
and tied his horse to a post. *“Don't
you wuut some helpy”*

“Oh, I'm getting along very nlcely," |
replied Glndys, sawing away | vigor-
ously.

Jelf came over and stood beneath
the troe where she was ot work,
“Isn't that pretty hard work?' he
nsked,

“Well. o Jetle,” she confessed, “But
we've trimmed toenty-five already,

and there's only ten more to do,”
“Tet me do that while you rm-t."!
persisted Jeff, seizing a lhiob and pull

fider Iu the confidence that thelr re- |

spect for his skill insplred,

|, ®"There,” he suld ut lust, strajghten.
{Tng up. “He'll be all right now ns |
soon 08 the fever goes down, We'll
Dave him on his féet agaln In a weok,
It wasn't o moment too soon, though,"
e mlded. 1 want to tell you Mrs,
Sanders, that you bave a dauglter
to he proud of. She saved her
father's lfe tonlght” And be pro-
cecded to twell the story of as much

|
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anys. but it was a long time before bila
foot wos entlieely well.

The went'iwr tummed cold for severnl
woeka after (s but when 1t did Bnals
Iy'sarm up the girls started oot to

| 08 i Gadfas vewh for you, Joft Pear-

son, It would never have happened, I

- don’t care If 1 break them all off now,”

aund, grasping thie broken stub, she
swung herself up and sat down on
another Lranch,

“T don't belleve there's any danger
of this one brenking,” sald Jeff teas-
ingly as he sat down beside her. He
secemed to be rapldly gelting over his
difidence,

(iladya turned her head awny and
did not delgn a reply.

“Say, Gladys,"” spoke up Jeff after a
few moments, “l don't know what
you're thinking about, but I've just
thought of a scheme to get double pay
out of the old orchard.”

Gludys turned quickly toward him.
“What Is It?" she demanded,

“Flant something else in botween the
trees, Tike cabbage, now. You could
riige—let me see—about 11,000 eab-
bages on an acre. At 10 cents aplece
that would come to §1,100. It will he
a lot of work, but I'll come over after
supper evenings and help you hoe

{ them,”

“And leave all your chores for some
one else to do?" queried Gladys.

Ing Whus=ell up into the tree. “T guess they'd manage It some

“Well, sinee you want to so budly, T way,” he replied.
suppose Ul have to let you,” Gladys “And 1 guess they wouldu't, I've a
sitld as she veluctantly bandeld him the good notion to try ralsing cabbages,
RILW, cbut if you eny anything more about

"Where dil you learn to be so po. helplng us I'l get mad, Jeff—honest, [
Hte?” arkied Jefl. y Will, Yon see, father told us we could

Gladys ~talied a Hitle. “I'm not be<’ have all that we conld get out of thea
Ing very 1 ame [P ghe sald. “But  old orchard curselves, and it wouldn't
hitgs e yich nulsances™ be fair to let any one elsé help.”

1% sontence ended In a half stifled | “Idon’t soe why,” objected Jeff. “But
ry ne the bl en which she was you'll let a fellow come over nnd
sitting suddenly gave way with a lond . watch _\'nl]. once in awhile, won't you?”
ernck. It was not very far to the “Yeyes; 1 don't suppose we can help
ground, gl the fall did not hurt ber” yoyr ]n“[.lm_ at us if yon want to,
in the ezt that Is, nothing but her hyt— Oh, there's the supper bell!
pride. Good night!” And she lenped to the

“That was the fluest branch on thel ground and hurried toward the house.
whale troe snkd Jeff rezretfully as
agn as he that she L o
LA I hat she was ynhaet To be continved.
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WILLIAM HENRY BLACK,

MISSOURI VALLEY COLLEGE ;

MUSIC CONSERVATORY

Co-educutional; four modera bulldings; modern Inboraloriar.
beautiful athletic grouunds:
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T. J. ISBELL,

who is still doing busi-
ness at the old stand
and looks after all his
business. He does the
best Horseshoeing and
Blacksmithing done in
the city. Bring me
your business.

J T. ISBELL,

W. Cor. Jefferson Aveoue
sod Morgan Street,

MARSHALL, MISSOURIL.
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